WE SAIL  VERY CLOSE TO  THE WIND
if in the heat of the moment, he—he did see red, , . . I
mean, my darling, I don't want to cramp your style,
I wouldn't spoil sport for the world, for that's what it is.
The pearls were different—they are historical gems:
but what do Daphne and I care about our jewels ? The
play's the thing, and has been from first to last. Itjs
been glorious to take on Casca. . . .and Bethgelert. . . .
and Auntie Emma, and beat the lot at their own rotten
game. But that game must be worth the candle. If
it is, well and good. . . . Of that you must be the judge.
And now I've done. But please don't forget that I
trust you. Of Piers I say nothing : I know you'll find
some excuse to put him out of the way. But I'm very
fond of Berry and Jonah, and I—I set quite a value on
every hair of your head."
If I made no reply, I think I may be forgiven : but I
know I put her hand to my lips and counted myself very
lucky to have such a wife.
So for a little we sat, looking over the world,
Below us the Duchess of Padua was leaning, bare-
legged, against a boulder, with her rosy feet in the
stream, directing the building of a dam, while the Duke,
knee-deep in the water, was piling the stones.
Two hours went by before we saw Jonah again : and
when we did, he was walking over the moor.
" Hullo.   Where's the Lowland ? " said Piers.
My cousin pointed over his shoulder.
" Three to four miles off," he said, " on another road.
It's pretty rough—been used for hauling timber : but
that's neither here nor there. It joins this road by
Gabas, and it offers a simply perfect line of retreat.
Assume we outpace Auntie Emma, and assume we are
present when Casca and Woking join up. Well, we
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